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"' Dead! Good heavens I You must be mistaken J'' ••ue is dead, sir, and quite ~old. I saw you as you approached
the house, almost at the same moment I discovered him, sir, and so I came directly to you ...

'

NEW YORK, june 4, 1904-

Price Five Cmta.

THE MURDER AT LINDEN. FELLS;
OR.

The Mvsi ery of the Cadillac Needle.
Edited br CHICKERING CARTER.

CHAPTER I.
''IF I AM GUILTY, I JiANT YOU TO CONVICT ME."

The hands of the clocl.< pointed at half-past five, one
beautiful June morning, when Nick Carter, having just
finished with his morning exercises and cold plunge,
was told that there was a gentleman in the reception
room who wished to see him on matters of the utmost
importance, as soon as he was at liberty to descend,
and the servant who brought the mess~ge to her master,
passed a card throu_gh the partly opened doorway, upon
which was engraved in fashionable block lettering:
REGINALD MEADOWS DANTON.

Linden Fells.
"Young Danton, of Linden Fells, eli?" murmured
the detective, as he proceeded with his toilet after
placing the card on the dresser. '~What in the world

can he want at this hour? I should not hesitate to
wager a considerable amount that he has never been
out of bed at this hour before in all his life, unless it
was because he had stayed up all night. Reggie Dan
ton I Humph! Whether he is in trouble or not, it is
'Safe to say that he believes he is, or he wouldn't be
here to see me so early in the morning."
Ten minutes later Nick entered the room where his
catier was awaiting him, only to find him pacing up
and do~n between the window and the door, apparently under the greatest strain of excitement.
Nick Carter's half-mntemptuous, half-humorous remark, "Young Danton, of Linden Fells," had been
peculiarly appropriate, for Reginald Meadows Danton
exq.ctly filled one's ideas of a young man of possibilities ---and perhaps probabilities- who hailed from somewhere in the world of society; and .wealth.
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He was neither tall nor short, fat nor lean; nor did
there seem to be a distinguished trait about his a~r
ance or his manner, and yet .there was an indefinable
something which compelled a stranger to glance at him
a second time, and then to wonder why he had doqe
so. He was Reggie Danton to everybody, several
times a millionaire in his own right, and the son of a
man who had long since ceased to count his millions
by units, having adopted multiples instead.
Linden Fells? Well, it was-and still is, although
its name has since been changed-a magnificent estate
situated on the bank of the,. Hudson River within a reascmable distance of New York. A place where once
upon a time a very rich and eccentric Gennan had
brought his family and lived while he awaited the
pardon of his emperor, and who had also brought with
him a love for his own Unter den Linden. And as the
estate was heavily wooded, he had given it the name
of Linden tells. Later, when the pardon came from his
emperor, he had sold out for a song and returned to the
fatherland ; and so, Horace Danton, the father of Reggie, became possessed of it.
Then Linden Fells became transformed.
From the home of a recluse who used it only as a
place of refuge while he awaited permission to return
to his own country, it was turned into an open house of
entertainment, for the Dantons liked to "sling things."
Mrs. Danton was a beautifv,l women of middle age
who still looked thirty-scarcely older, in fact, than
her two children, Reginald and Mercedes, aged respectively, twenty-three and nineteen.
It had happened in the past that Nick Carter had
done some little business for the head of the house of
Danton, but it had been of a commercial character, and
he had never . met the other members of the family,
although naturally they were all known to him by
sight, as well as by the reputations they had earned
for themselves in their own separate ways. Mrs. Dantoo-or the senora, as she was often called because of
her Spanish ancestry--because she was a leader of society and a giver of the most lavish entertainments in
New York and Newport; Reggie, because he was a selfI=Onfessed high roller who was inevitabll getting into

some sort of hot water and paying his way out of it
with gold-whom everybody talked about, and laughed
at, and wondered what he would do next, but who was
nevertheless generally well liked, and among those
who knew him best, respected, too; and Mercedes !
The reputation of Mercedes Danton can be comprehended in three words. She was beautiful, she was
brilliant, and she was, above all, good.
Everybody loved Mercedes. Her father adored her;
her mother worshiped her; her brother idolized her;
her servitors almost deified her; and sl\e merited it all.
Reference t.o her upon any occasion was comprehended in the utterance of her first name only. There
was but one Mercedes in the world, one queen of
beauty, one fountain of sympathy and goodness--Mercedes.
She was nineteen, with the poise, the repose and
the presence of twenty-five. She was tall, regal, as
graceful as a fawn; she had unfathomable, gypsy eyes,
hair of a dead black, with a faint suggestion of waviness, and when the light struck it just right, a touch
of amber somewhere in the depth of the tresses which
disappeared as it came and which was inevitably
changed to a reflection · upon rather than from it; and
with all her somber hair and eyes, her lang black lashes
and brunette presence, she had the complexion of an
Irish beauty.
To describe Mercedes as beautiful is inadequate, for
she was the .standard of beauty.
•
And now, that we have outlined the chain of thought
which flitted through ~he mind of Nick Carter as he
descended the stairs to meet his early caller, we will re·
turn to. the moment of their greeting.
11

Good-morning, Mr. Danton," said Nick, as he entered the room. "You rose early this morning."
"Yes. That is-fact i~I haven't been to bed.
Thank you. Yes; I will sit down. Are you Mr. Car·
ter? Mr. Nick Carter? Pardon me for asking, but I
wish to be sure."
"Yes. I am Nick Carter."

"I have heard my father speak of you several times,
Mr. Carter. I suppose you are aware that my governor
is abroad ju's t now

r·
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" I think I noticed in one of the papers, about a
month ago, a mention that he had sailed. I did not
know that he had or had not returned."
"No. He's over there still. I say, Mr. Carter, do I
look excited

r·

"Well, yes, a little," replied Nick, smiling. "Has
something happened to upset you?"
"Well, rather! Do I talk as if I could tell a connected story? Eh ?''
11
Why, yes."
"You'll pardon me, I know, .but you see I wish to be
sure. The fact is- - By Jove, old chap, I'm all of a
tremble yet. I've been trying for the last two hoursall the while, in fact, since I started to come here to
see you, to pull myself together so that I could tell you
a connected story, and 'pon my life I'm not at all sure
of myself yet. It's a~ful, you know, Mr. Carter!
Horribly awful!"
"What is?"
"The murder."
"The murder? Do you mean to say that you are
speaking seriously and that you have come here to see
me about a murder ?"
"Yes. That's the long and short of it."
"Who is killed? Where was the crime committed?
I hope, Mr. Danton, that this is not a specimen of one
of the jokes you are so fond of perpetrating," said
Nick, severely.

Car-

"Joke! gad! I wish it were a joke! No, Mr.
ter, it is very far from being a joke, I'm sorry to say.
It's a murder of the first water. A regular gem of
the blue-stone variety. An out-and-out, dyed-in-the:
wool, double-back-action, deliberate murder, carefully
planned and scientifically executed, and"--he leaned
forward in his 'chair and looked the detective straight
in the eyes--{'the joke will be on me, don't you know."
"What do you mean, Danton? You will have to be
more explicit if you wish me to pretend to understand
you."

"Good Lord, I'm trying to be explicit. I mean that
I will be accus·ed of this murder- ! mean that there
:will be developed the best chain of circumstantial evi-

3

dence you ever heard of, to convict me, and I mean
that--"
He paused and rose from. his chair, crossing the
room to the window and then returning.
"Well?" said Nick. "What were you about to add
to your statement?"
"I mean," he said, slowly and impressively, "that I
am not, myself, positive of my own innocence."
There was half a moment of silence after that extraordinary statement, and it was Danton who spoke
first.
"Do you wonder now that I asked you if I looked
excited, and if you thought I could tell a connected
story ?''
" In the light of the statement you have just made, it
seems doubtful if you can tell one," said Nick, slowly.
"You tell me that there has been a murder committed,
that you will be accused of the crime, that there will be
circumstantial evidence which will tend to convict you
of the crime, and that you are not sure that you are not
guilty. Those statements are rather extraordinary,
coming from a man who is supposed to be sane, Mr.
Danton."
"Well, all the same, they are God's truths, every
one of. them."
"Then suppose you tell me why you have come to
me at five o'clock in the morning ?" said Nick, severely.
"If you are not sure that you have not committed a
crime--whicp is a statement to be taken with a large
proportion of salt-you are more than half convinced
that you have committed one. My business, Mr. Danton, is to catch criminals, not to protect them."
"Well, that's-all right. That's just what I want you
to do. That's why I came here at five o'clock i~ the
morning.''
"Why?''
"Because I want you to catch and convict the crimi' to convict me of it,
nat. If I am guilty, I want you
just as if I were not here to engage your services. I
want you to prove who did commit the crime, and if I
did it, I want you to prove it to my own satisfaction,
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as well as to a jury of twelve men. I've been asleep
ever since I was born, Mr. Carter, but I woke up this

Danton left his chair and crossed ' to the window
again, but after a moment he returned and stood facing

morning in earnest, and rm awake now, to stay awake.''

the detective.
"I was waiting for that ·question," he Slid, slowly,
"and wondering when it would come, for I had not yet
determined how I would reply to it The fact i•, Mr.
Carter, I believe that even the coroner and the physicians will find it difficult to determine at first, how
Orizaba was killed, but nevertheless. although I have
not examined the body, save to look at mu~ spot where

CHAPTER 11.
TH& QU-'UiL lN IU~GJNALD DANTON'S R.OQlof,

"You seem to be very much in earnest in what you
say, Mr. Danton," said the detective.
"I am very much in earnest, sir.''
"Well, in the first place, suppose you tell me who is
dead. Since yot~ say that a murder ha.s been committed and it is not unlikely that you did it, it is well
to know something of the corpus dilecti. Who was
murdered ?"
"Ramon Orizaba; my mother's guest.'•
"Your cousin, is he-or rather, was he noH"
"A kinsman of my mother's so far removed that the
tics of blood are very thin ; still, he has passed as our
cousin. You know of him. He has been our guest,
at intervals of two or th.ree months at a time, for half a
dozen seasons.''
"Oh,. yes ; I know of him. Now where was he
killed
''In my own room at the Fells.''
.,In your room? Where were you?"
"I was there."
''There in the room, when he was killed?''
UJust that."
"Then you did it---by accident, perha~nd that is
the reason why you do not:.--."
"No. You're Wt:ong.'•
"Well, what, then ?•'
"I was there when he was killed, at least I suppose
I was, but I was either unconscious, or asleep, for I did
not see it done. and I did not know that he was dead
until I awoke, at three o'clock this morning, and found
him.''
"Had you quarreled?"
"We always quarreled. There never was a time
when we did not quarrel."
"How was he killed? What killed him?''

r·

I ~peet.e<J to find somethinr. I <:an tell you what killed
him."
"Then tell me.''
''He was killed with a vla~ needle, thr~ ir!C:hes
i" length, and of the si&e of a oomrnQn dftrninc neftlle.
Ori~aba's hair grew very low on the back of hit oeclc,
and the weaPQn I have dc:llcribed was jllb~ed into the
vertebrre at .that point."
"So that death was almost instantatt'~l. l suppose?"

"It must have

~n.''

"Now, how do you know th~t he was killed as you
describe?"
"Because I looked at that spot to find ot~t."
"Why did yo1J look there ?"
"Because I ex~cted to find what I did find.''

"Why?'•
"Because I had meditated killing him in just that
way."
"Good God, Mr. Danton-"
·" It's true."
"In that case, I do not see what I can do to a5sist
you. A man who will meditate such an infamous
thing and then have the effrontery to come here and
confess it to me in cold blood expecting me to sympathize with his troubles, must be beyond the pale of
human sympathy."
"Wait, Mr. Carter. I quite agree with you- in the
abstract; but this is different."
"I cannot determine the nice points of reasoning of
that kfnd, sir."
••Just listen to me, won't you? I have been careful
to tell you all the worst phases of this case first."
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"There certainly could not be others much worse, the club last night, and while there I drank of every' to confess that you had pro· thing in sight, from cocktails through the still wines
unless you are about
gressed so far in your meditations that you had actu- and champagnes to the cordials and cognac. In short,
. ally provided yourself with a needle such as you have I became very drunk.'!
described."
''I can believe that. It was not your. first experi"1 had such a needle in my possession;• replied ence."
Danton, smiling pathetically; "and moreover, it has
"No. Orizaba was with me at tbe club. We started
disappeared from its accustomed place, so I have no for home together in the same cab."
"You did not drive out to the Fells in a cab, did
means of knowing that it is not the one now actually
you?"
imbedded in the neck of my cousin.''
·" Oh, no. We caught a train from the station. I
"Danton," said the detective, ''since you have been
in this room with me, you have succeeded in giving suppose it was the twelve-thirty, since that is the last
me several very different impressions coneernlng you. 'train out."
"Well?..,
My first glance at you when I came into the room, was
"I remember ent@ring the cab with Orizaba, and I
that you had been on a spree and that you had done
something which had the effect of sobering :;ou sud- remember leaving the cab with him, at the station;
denly, so that you came to me to get you out of your but I do not remember ridlng in the cars with him."
"That is not surprising. But go. on."
trouble. The second impression was .that you were
"I
know that when the conductor awakened me and
in real trouble, but that it concerned another more
than yourself. My third was that you were sincer~ in told me we were at the Fe1ls, I left the train alone.
your statement that you did not know whether you had Orizaba was not with me then, for I remember discommitted a crime or not, and was wiJling to take tinctly that I left the train alone and walked from the
the consequences if you had done so, and my present station to the Fells alone."
"How far is it?"
one fs that you are telling me a story in a slipshod
"About half a mile."
fashion which I do not' like, and which is not ealcu''Were you still under the influence of the wine you
lated to wln my appreciation or my assistance. Now,
sir, If you care to prolong this conversation, there is had drank?"
(fUndeniably. In plain English, I was very drunk.
only one course for you to pursue, and that is to tell
me your story, commencing at the beginning and con- So full, in fact, that I remember that I stopped andtheld
tinuing on to the end-and that you do it in some sort sever.al serious arguments with myself during that walk
of half a mile."
of connected style, so that I can follow you."
"You are sure you talked only to yourself?''
"Well, sir," replied Danton, slowly and seriously,
"Why, yes ; at least, lhat is my impression. I am
"1'11 try. The fact f~, I am almost crazy. I scareely
know what I am 5aying at alt. I, have tried so hard to quite sure that Orizaba was not with me then.''
"Yet you are positive that you caught the same
putt myself together since I started out to find you, and
I have endeavored so strenuously to keep calm since I train?''
"Oh, yes."
have been here, that I begin to fear that I shalt fait in
''Welt, go on with your story."
both."
"It was very warm last night, if you remember. I
"Tell me your story," said Nick, shortly.
"Will you permit me to make two beginnings? They recall that when I arrived at the Fells the combination
of wine- and half a mile walk had heated me considerseem necessary.''
ably, and I seated myself In one of the piazza chairs
"Tell me your story."
"Well, in the first place I attended a banquet at to cool off. Now I cannot tell you whether I sat there

,
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one minute or half an hour, for I don't know;_ I only
know that it could not have been more than half an
hour, because the train I rode out on is due at the Fells
at one-fifteen, my walk from the station to the house
must have consumed a quarter of an hou;, which would
bring the time up to two o'clock, and my watch is
stopped at two-thirty."
"What has th~ stopping of your watch got to do with
it?"
"Only this : That I cannot start it. Somethlng
inside it is broken, and I argue .that I must have
broken it while winding the watch."
"Well?"
"Drunk or sober, I have always been in the habit
of winding my watch the last thing before removing my
waistcoat, and never at any other time."
"So you think that you stopped your watch by
breaking it while winding it, the last thing before
going to bed?"
"Yes; only I didn't go to bed. In fact, ·I didn't
make any preparation to do so, more than to remove
my coat and vest. But I am getting ahead of my
story."
"Tell it in your own way."
"We will say, then, that I went upstairs at half-past
two, after sitting on the piazza for about half an hour."
"Very good."
uwhen I entered my room, Orizaba was there before me. "
"Ah ! So he did come on the same train with you,
and doubtless walked from the station with you also."
"That I do not know. The point is that he seemed
greatly surprised to see me-he appeared, when I
entered the room, as if I was the last person he expected to see."
"You were evidently sober enough to take cognizance of that fact."
"There are reasons why, as you will und~rstand.
Orizaba was standing at my desk when I entered the
room. He had turned on the lights, and he had opened
my desk, although I supposed the only key that would
open it was in my pocket. He was looking at something--some of my private .letters, I suppose, when I

entered the room, and he dropped them on the desk
with an exclamation of rage, and flew at me like a
tiger-cat."
·~Did you fight?''
"I don't know. I don't think,so. I was not angry;
only astonished. I know that we rolled to the floor '
together and that presently we both rose to our feet.
Then, I remember that I ordered him from the room,
and that he apologized-<>r tried to do so. But I
remember, also, that I refused to listen to any a~lo
gies from him. I was angry, and I told him that I
wanted nothing more to do with him. In fact, I told
him many things that I had long had in mind to tell him
some day, and ended by ordering him from my room
again."
"Did he go, then?"
"No. He refused to go. He dropped himself into a
big chair near one of the windows, and said he would
stay where he was until he got ready to leave."
"And what did you do then?"
"I told him if it wasn't for the noise it would make,
I would either throw him out, or shoot the top of his
head off, but as it was, and because I didn't want to
disturb Mercedes--you know her rooms are quite near
to mine-he could stay where he was if he wanted to,
but I warned him that as soon as I sobered up I would
go to my mother and father, both, and tell them everything I knew about him, and also that I would see to
it that he was kicked out of the house for good."
"And then--"
"He only grinned, and said something about it being
a more difficult job than I supposed to get him out of
that family-that he would remain until he chose to
go of his own free will, and-"
"Well? And-"
"Well, to be plain, I told him to go to hades. Then
I threw myself on the cooch. Every light in the room
was ·going, but I must have fallen asleep at once."
"And the time must ha~ been as late as half-past
two o'clock then, you think."
"Yes; or even a little later."
"What happened next?''
"I woke up."
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''I rubbed my eyes and saw that I was in my own

to tell me?''
room. Then I looked around to see who had called
~'Yes ; just that, but let me explain the particulars."
me, and discovered Orizaba seated in the big chair by
"Go ahead!'
· the window; but for the life of me I could not remember how he got thete. I leaned back again among the
pillows of the couch to think it over, and then I reCHAPTER III.
membered that somebody had called to me, and I sung
THE MYSTERY OF A DEATH WOUND.
OUt to Qrizaba to know if he had done it.

"I woke up with the feeling that somebody had
• called
to me, and I started to a sitting posture on the
couch before I was aware where I was. Then, of
course, a glance told me my surroundings."
"And you still had the impression that sOTI'lebody had
called to your·
"Yes."
"Called your name?''
"Yes; and by my middle name, which is never used
outside my immediate family. My father, mother and
sister always call me Meadow, or Med."
"And your C?usin? Did he call you so, also?"
"Rarely. Usually he addressed me simply as Danton, and at· times with the familiarity of some of my
dub friends, he called me Dan. But I discouraged
such familiarities on his part, for I never liked him.
In fact, I always hated. him-despised him, hated him
and feared him as well; but that is part of the story
I shall tell you from the second beginning. You
know I a5ked you to give me two beginnings."
"Well ; you started wide awake with the feeling that
somebody had called you, and that your middle name
had been used. Go on."
"Not wide awake. I was dazed. There was an instant when I did not know where I was."
41
Naturally."
"Then there were several moments when I could
not remember how I got there, although I could tell
that I was in my own room."
''But it all came back to you as you thought it
over?''
"Not all ; and what did come back to my recollection,
came very slowly. Let me tell you things chronologically."
11
CertainlY.:!'

"He didn't answer, and I called to him again, and
then it came over me that we had attended the same
banquet at my club, and that we had come home ta.
gether-that is, I remembered the cab part of it- and
I figured that he was asleep, and had either spoken
my name in his sleep, or I had dreamed that I heard it.
"Well, I remained in that position, thinking things
over and trying to get things clear in my mind, for
· several minutes, and then I got up, stretched my~lf,
looked at my watch, saw it was half·past twc>----"
''But you had removed your coat and vest. Where
was your watch?''
"In my vest on a chair beside the couch."
"All right. Go on."
"My watch saift half-past two. I felt rocky, so I
turned out thr~ or four of ttie lights, leaving only
one of them burning, and went into my bathroom. In
aboat three minutes I was in a cold bath, and nhthing in
this world ever felt 80 good as that did."
"It pulled you together, too, did it not?"
••Amazingly. Things came back to me that I had
totally forgotten- but still I was hazy about Orizaba' s
presence in my room, and remembered nothing of the
quarrel."
"And then- ''
"I finished my bath and passed back into my room,
and so on through it to the sleeping room which is
just beyond. It was my intention to go to bed at
once, but as I entered my bedroom, there was a clock
facing me, and the hands pointed at half~past three.
I could not believe that I had been an hour in the
bath, so I went back into the other room and took another look at my watch, orily to discover that it still
said half-past two and that it had stopped. Then I
thought that P,OSsibly it was run down1 and I turned the

~

'
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stem, only to discover that the main spring was broken.
All the same, if I broke that main spring at half- past
two, I had not slept much more than half an hour in
all, taking the time for the bath into consideration."
"That is quite evident."
"Well, I turned then to take another look at Orizaba.
To tell the truth I did not like the idea of his sleeping
in my room, and I couldn't yet understand why he
did so."
"Well?''
"I hesitated a moment or so, and then I crossed the
room to his side and spoke to him. He neither replied
nor moved, and so I seized him by the shoulder and
shook him."
Danton shuddered as he uttered this last sentenceshuddered' and uttered a low groan.
"And then- -" said Nick.
"Why, then his head fell over on one side, and I
saw that his eyes were half open, and- Well, I
seemed to know instantly that he was dead."
uwhat did you do then?''
"I didn't do anything at first. I only stood there
staring at him in amazed wonder. I think my senses
as well as my muscles were paralyzed."
"Quite likely."
"I replaced him as well as I could, in the position
he had occupied before I shook him out of it, and
then I felt of his flesh. It wasn't cold and it was not
warm. It was sort of clammy. There isn't anything
else that I know of that feels just as his flesh felt to
my touch then."
"I can understand that."
uwen, the remarkable part of that moment is that
everything about our conduct after we were in my
room together, which I have already told you, came
back to me in flash then, as if I had not forgotten it at
all, and at the same instant, I seemed to know what it
was that had killed Orizaba. My God! Mr. Carter,
you don't believe I did it, do you? You don't believe
I could have done such a thing in my sleep, do you?"
"No. Emphatically I do not. Go on, Mr. Danton."
"I seemed to know what had killeci him, as well :ts if
[ bad seen it done-as J2erfectl.r. as if I had done it m.r.-

self, although then it did not occur to me that I had
done it, nor as a surprising fact that I should seem to
know how it was done."
"We will go into that later On, Danton. Just now
I want you to be particular to tell me everything that
you did from that moment on, until you entered this .,
room here; and I want you to tell me also, as nearly
as you can, the impressions that fastened themselv~
on your mind between that moment and now. There
I
is a sub-consciousness here which I wish to fathom.
And-there is one thing which I want you to bear in
mind."
"What is that?"
"That no matter what impression you are making
upon the mind of Nick Carter, you have n<?t yet satisfied
a jury that you are not detailing a cleverly conoocted
story-or, in plain English, that you did not actually
kill Orizaba with deliberation and malice prepense. Do
you understand ?"
"Yes; I understand."
"Well, continue fr<;>m the point where it came over
you suddenly that you knew how the murder was committed. What was it that forced that idea upon your~
"Nothing. It came accidentally. I discovered that
in raising his head to replace it _against the upholstering
of the chair in the position it had occupied before I
shook him, I was unconsciously examining the back of
his neck under his hair, which, as I have said, grows
downward, quite out of sight below his collar-in fact,
below his shirt band, when he has no collar adjusted."
"You were searching there unconsciously, you say?"
"Quite so, it would seem, since I realized suddenly
what I was doing, and only realized it when my
search revealed a speck ol blood where it had oozed out
and hardened into a cdmson bead among the short
hair on the back of his neck."
"And the~"
"Then, still without a full realization of my acts, I
wiped away the speck of blood with my handkerchief
- wiped it away with great care and looked for the sign
of a wound underneath the spot where it had been."
"Did you find one?"
"Barely that_; nothing more. Just a little mark like
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the prick of a pin, turned blue, and altogether unnoticeable unless you shout~ search diligently for it.
I shall come to that again, sir, later, but it belongs with
that part of my story which has the second beginning."
"Very good. For the present stick to the text you
~ are on. What did you do next?"
"I think in all that I did then, I acted automatically. I replaced his head in position with great care.
• I even walked around in front of him to see that he
looked quite as naturally asleep as when I first discovered him."
"And then--"
"In one of the inside compartments of my desk I
keep a small metallic casket in which I store a few
treasured keepsakes. Among the things I kept in that
casket was the needle I have already described. It
had been fastened into a cork handle, like the handle
of a brad awl. The casket was invariably locked-!
do not remember ever in my life to have left it unlocked-but now, when I went to it, it was not only
unlocked, but it was open, and-the needle was not
there."
"What about the cork handle?''
"That was there, in place, where it belonged, but
the needle had been broken off short against the cork."
'\
"Well, what then?"

g

only key that would fit its lock. How do you account
for that?"
"I don't account for it; I only know it is the truth.
Every word that I have told you is the solemn truth,
so help me God !"

CHAPTER IV.
TRYING' TO FORGE HIS OWN FETTERS.

"What were your personal sensations while all this
was taking place? How did you feel about it all?''
asked l')lick.
"That is one of the strangest features of the case,
Mr. Carter," replied Danton, "for while I seemed to
know all about everything, as correctly as if I had
\
seen the crime committed, it never once occurred to
me that I was myself the guilty party. That aspect nf
the case was not impressed upon me till afterward."'
"When did it first occur to you?"
"Wait, and I will tell you. Through all that I did
from the moment I discovered that Orizaba was dead
until I began to put on my street clothes, I seem to
have acted mechanically, as if I were really. two beings,
one of which was watching the other, passively. The
finding of the wound on the back of his. neck; the
discovery of the open casket, the broken needle and

'·' I took the cork handle from the box and laid it on ·the empty cork handle-none of those things seemed
the desk. Then I crossed the room to my discarded to surprise me at all, until I had begun the operation
of dressing, and was in fact half clothed, · when it all
trousers-for I had not dressed since my bath and had
on only my pajamas-and felt in my pocket for my came over me with a suddenness that made me stagger
back against .the wall like-well, as if I had received
keys."
a blow in the face."
"You found them?"
"What came over you ? What made you stagger ?"
"Yes. Then I crossed back again to the desk, locked
"The thought that perhaps I might have committed
the casket and replaced it where it belonged, after which
that horrible deed in my sleep."
I closed my desk and locked it, but not until I had
"No, sir! Disabuse your mind of any such thought
placed the cork handle to one side. Later, I put it
as
that, now and forever. You did not do murder in
in my pocket and brought it here with me. Here--"
your sleep."
"Never mind. We will come to that later. You
"Well, I know that I did not do it at all, then."
told me in the beginning of your story that when you
"Certainly you }rn()w that. Others do not and will
entered your room after leaving the piazza, you found
Orizaba there, at your desk, and that the desk was not. But you may rest assured that no person on
open, although you believed that you possessed the earth will ever believe tha~ you did it in ·your sleep,
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and I least of all. And was that all that came over I am not sure that I did not kill him in my sleep, or
somehow, I know he was a scoundrel of the worst
you and made you stagger back against the wall?'
sort. I hope I did not kill him, but I can truthfully
" No ; not all."
say that I am glad that he .is dead. Don't call him
"Well, what else ?"
my cousin."
"The thought of Mercedes."
"Very well. Now let us return to your sister."
"What had the thought of your sister to do with it?''
"Well?"
asked Nick.
"It was the thought of what she would think of the
"Why dii:l you show the nec:dte to her and threaten to
matter that brought. home to me the possibility that I use it on Orizaba ?"
"The answer to that question bel011gs to the other
had committed the crime in my sleep."
story."
"How so?"
"Never mind. Let me have it now."
"Simply because I have more than once told Mercedes-:-in jest of course, only she did not always believe
"Mercede& has known, ever since we have had any
that I was in jest-that some day I would kill Ori- knowledge of Orizaba, that I hated him. In a word,
my hatred of him has arisen chiefly because of his dezaba."
"Indeed. You have often made that threat to her, termined court paid to her. I have known all along
have you r'
that he was totally unworthy of her, but- ' ! "A hundred times ; pe~haps more. Very often. I
"Then why did you not put a stop to his attentions at
once?"
have even showed her the needle."
"Ah ! The needle again. You say you have shown
"Because Mercedes would not permit it."
"Ah I"
it to your sister?"
"Yes ; twice."
"For some reason she chose to defend him alway&-"And she knew where you kept it?"
that is, whenever I attacked him."
"Certainly."
"Do you ~ean by that, that she favored his suit?''
"Where did you obtain it?''
"No; I do not mean that, for that is what she did
"It was given to me three years ago in Paris. It not do. I have never thought that she favored him,
has a grewsome history, but whether it is true-or not, and yet on more than one occasion she has constituted
I do not know. I only know that I was told that it herself a sort of quasi protectress over him whenever
had for years been the favorite sort of weapon for a we have had our accustomed three-cornere~ fight at
famous--or rather an infamous--murderdr, who was the home concerning him."
at last beheaded for his crimes. It was said that this
"What do you mean by accustomed three-cornered
needle was found in his possession when he was last fight?"
captured."
"I refer to wordy battles ·which often took plaee
"A French criminal named Cadillac. 1 know of among my mother, my sister and myself, concerning
him. The story is doubtless true. But to return to Orizaba. These were usually begun in raillery, but
your sister. Why did you show her the needle and always ended in bitter words."
threaten to use it on your cousin?''
"And on such occasions you say that your sister
"Mr. Carter, if you don't mind, I would much pre- championed Orizaba ?"
fer that you do not refer to Orizaba as my cousin. At
"Championed is not the word ; it is too strong. She
best the relationship was so far removed that it cannot took his part, if that expression can be said to mean
be considered, and I really doubt if there was any at anything."
all I think he was an impostor, and whether he was or
"I understand. Now let us return to the room,
not, and notwithstanding the fact that he is dead and and to the moment when you staggered back against

.

.

•
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the wall with the thought in your mind that your sister
would believe that you had carried out your threat
t3nd killed Orizaba. Was there any other reason than
those you have mentioned, why it should suddenly have
occurred to you that she would think you guilty of the
crime?"
• "Yes. One other."
"What was that?''
"Merely the fact that the very last words I uttered
• to Mercedes before I left the house last night to attend the banquet, referred to such a possibility."
"How? In what manner? Explain."
"She came into my room just as I was on the point
of leaving it to come here to the city for the banquet.
When she entered the room I was seated at my desk
engaged in addressing the envelope of a letter I had
just written, and which I wished to post when I went
out. The ca~ket in which I kept the needle was open
on the desk before me-"
"How did that happen?''
"I had opened it to get out a diamond stud which
I was then wearing and I bad not yet closed and
locked the casket and returned it to its place."
"Well? Mercedes entered the room; what then?''
"She expressed the wish that 1 would enjoy myself
at the banquet, and also the hope that I would drink
less wine than usual. I replied that when she and my
mother decided to rid the house of Orizaba, I would
be willing to give up wine altogether, and that the mere
fact that he was to be present at the banquet was sufficient to make me get drunk, and I closed my remai'ks
by taking Cadillac's needle from the casket and holding it up to her view.
"'As surely as there is a kingdom of heaven,'. I said,
'I'll jab this thing into his vertebrre some day, if he
hangs around here much longer. I've had about all
of him that I can stand."
"What reply did she make?"
"None whatever. She rose and left the room. Five
minutes later I left the house and came to New York."
"But you returned the needle to the casket?'' ·
"Certainly."
"Did you lock tlie casket?''

II

"I did."
"You are positive of that?''
"Certainly."
"And the desk itself?"
"I am equally positive that I locked that also."
"WeJl, now let us return again to the moment when
after the discovery of Orizaba's death you staggered
back against the walt. What did you do next, after
that?"
"I finished my dressing with aU the haste I could
command. I put the cork handle of Cadillac's needle
in my pocket. I locked the casket and put it away
again. I locked the desk. I tiptoed around the room
with great care, and as far as I was able to do· so in my
more or less dazed condition, I left things exactly as
I supposed they were before I returned there from the
banquet. Then I came out of the house silently, hurried to the station, caught the four-ten train for the
city, and here I am."
"Did you suppose that you could cover up the fact
that you·had returned tb the house in company with the
man who is now dead?"
"I supposed so at the time I attanpted to accomplish
it ; I know now that such a thing would be impossible.
There is the cab driver who took us to the station
I
here in the dty ; there is the good-natured conductor
who knows me, who waked me when we were approaching our station ; he has waked me many times in the
same manner and he would not forget it. There is
tl}e conductor who came down on the four-ten train,
who expreFd unbounded surprise because I was going
to the city so early in the morning. He had never
seen me going in that direction at that time of. day
before, and he even asked me, jokingly, if there was
anybody dead at the house, and I, like a foot replied
to him."
"What did you say?''
"I told him yes; that Orizaba was dead."
Nick Carter almost laughed, so bright was the smile
that suffused his' face.
"It seems to you now, that it was a foolish thing
for you to do, to tell the conductor that Orizaba was
dead," he said, "but I witt assure you that it was in
I
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reality the most sensible thing you have done in this

"No."

whole affair. Now, t1 o 'or three more questions, and
then we will start at once for the Fells. We should
be able to get there, I thiQk, before the body of Ramon
Orizaba is discovered, since it is not likely that anyone
wilJ enter your room at this hour in the morning."

"Do you think your sister might know what it was?..
''I am positive that she does know."

CHAPTER V.
BROKEN LINKS IN THE .CHAIN OF CLEWS.

''What are the other questions, Mr. Carter?" asked
Danton.
"I merely want you to tell me in as few words as possible, the other story you have referred to several
times."
"It is only about Ramon Orizaba."
"That is why I wh;h to hear it."
"I first knew of his existeqce about five years ago;
I think, also, that my mother heard of him for the first
time then. He came to her,'during my absence, with
letters of introduction which are said to have estalr
Jished his relationship to her. I have never correctly
understood what that relationship is, more than that
he was a distant 'cousin on her mother's side of the
fa~ily. Nevertheless, Mr. Carter, 1 have long been
convinced that there was something--some relationship, some power, some parcel of family history, some
deviltry of some kind somewhere, which a~ounted
for the studied insolence he often assumed to me and to
others, and more than once. in his cups, he has as much
as told me that it was out of my power to drive him out
of the family."
"You are making a strong insinuation against your
own family, Danton."
"I insinuate nothing against my mother ; you must
not understand me in that way. She is and always bas
bee:'. the soul of goodness. She is so good that she
would ltJffer untold tortures to protect others, if she
cons4dered it a part of her duty to another to do so.
It is some hold like that which this man had upon her,
in my opinion''
"But you do not even conjecture what it was?"

"And her being thus informed would account for her
standing between you and Orizaba, in your quarrels,
would it not ?'
"Naturally."

"So, in reality, she was not protecting Orizaba on
such occasions, but merely standing for her mother."
"Yes. I see that now, but I assure you it never impressed me in that way before."
"You heard of the man first, about five years ago.
How long has he been considered a quasi member of
your family?"
"Certainly for three years; in reality I have no
doubt that my mother has supplied him with funds for a
much longer time."
"You have not mentioned that fact before. Why, in
your opinion, should she do that r'
"Heaven only knows! I know that he had no supply of money of his own. He has confessed as much
to me. I have known of several occasions when he
has obtained money from her. I know them only by
implication, of course, but I am as certain of the facts
as if I had witnessed the transactions. And I do know
positively of one occasion when Mercedes gave him a
thousand dollars. She said it was a loan when I upbraided her for it, but I know that he never returned
it, and that he never intended to do so."
"How old a man was Orizaba ?"
"He was thirty last Sunday."
"Now, Danton, pay strict attention to the next few
questions."
"All right. I'm ready."

"It is impossible that Orizaba should have killed
himself, is it not?''
"Absolutely so, under the circumstances, since the
handle of Cadillac's needle was returned to its place."
"You are equally positive that you did not kill him?''
"Unless I did so in my sleep, and am therefore entirely unconscious of the act. I know that I did not
touch him."
"And· you are equally sure that he was dead ? You

NEW NICK CARTER WEEKLY.

»

IJ

"Nevertheless, I do not think I am mistaken about
it Of course it is possible that I am deceived, .but I
do not think so."
"Now, supposing you to be correct on that point,
have you any idea why Orizaba was searching your.
desk?"
"Not an idea in the, world."
"Had he, to your knowledge, ever done such a thing
as that before?"
"No; never----at least, not that I have suspected."
"Have you ever had reason to suppose that any per~
son has opened your desk in your absence?"
"N-n-no."
"You seem to hesitate in your answer."
"Well, such a thought has never actually occurred
to me before, b~t now that you suggest it, I am re "And yet you also know that the casket in which minded that there have been several times when I have
the needle was kept by you was locked and that 'the been annoyed by little things which I attributed to my
only key that exists within your knowledge which will own carelessness."
"Such a~'
open it, was in your pocket-by the way, were your
"Such as discovering papers or letters in pigeonkeys in your trousers or in your waistcoat?''
holes
where they did not belong. Such as searching
"In my trousers."
"And you did not remove them when you threw for things that were not in their proper places when I
found them. I am extremely methodical about some
yourself on the couch to sleep?."
of my habits, and ·it is one of my boasts that I could
"No."
go to my desk at night and place my hand on anything
"But you admit that you were very full of wine."
I desired to find there."
"Just about as full as I could be, and walk."
"And yet you have occasionally found thing5 not in
•
"So that when you dropped asleep in that condition, their accustomed places, eh ?"
any person might have gone through your pockets and
"Yes."
removed everything you possessed without disturbing
"When was the first experience of that kind?"
you, don't you think?"
"I don't remember. Two or three years ago, per"Yes. I hadn't thought of that, but it is as true as haps."
gospel."
"Has it happened frequently?"
"No. Several times, I should say; but at long in"But - although you are equally positive that you
locked your desk· before you left the house to attend tervals."
the banquet, yet you are cert~in that when you entered
"Do you keep a check-book in your desk?"
"Certainly."
your room after having fallen asleep o.n the piazza and
remained there approximately half an hour, you saw
"Are you as systematic and methodical concerning
Ramon Orizaba standing at your open desk. Now is the stubs in your check-book, as you are about the artl.ere a possibility that you are mixed about that part rangement of your desk?"
"I am afraid not."
of the story? Remember, you were not sober at the
"Now, go back to the time when you left the train
time."
are positive that in your dazed condition you could
not have been mistaken f"
"Oh, I am certain of all that.·~
"And that the needle that is missing from this
cork handle which you have just placed in my hand, is
now imbedded in the back of his neck ?"
"I know that the needle was in the cork at the last
moment before I left my room to go to the banquet. I
know that the needle is not there now I know that
there is -()r was the mark of a wound such as that
needle would have made, at the back of his neck. I
know that there .was a spot --a bead -of blood there,
which I wiped away with a handkerchief, and that in
wiping the spot I was certain that I could detect, by a
pressure of my finger, the presence of the end of the
needle, under the skin."

14
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at the Fells, on your way home from the banquet. You
say you have no recollection that Orizaba was with you
during the walk from the station to the house?''
"None whatever."
"And yet you say that you stopped two or three times
and indulged in soliloquies-held animated dialogues
with the lamp posts and the telegraph poles, eh ?'1
"Oh, yes; there is no doubt of that."
"When you reached the piazza, and dropped into a
chair there, are you sure that you were alone ?"
"As sure as I am of anything at all. Everything is
more or less hazy, you know."
''But half an hour later, or thereabouts, when you
went to your room. Orizaba was standing at your desk.
which was open?"
''Yes."
"And there was no train that could have arrived
from the city, in the meantime?"
"Not unless it was a special."
"Now, with your knowledge of Orizaba and his
habits, of the relations he occupied in the household, of
the acquaintances he cultivated, can you offer any suggestion concerning the identity of any person who
might .have killed him? I don't necessarily mean who
did kill him, but '!ho might have done so at any time
or placer
"Nobody but Reginald Meadows Danton-myself.
The fact is, Carter, Orizaba was generally well liked.
He was quite a favorite at the club. I don't know that
he had an enemy in the world, save myself-and possibly my father. Only, of course, the governor is out _
of the question. He's in Europe, anyhow; and, besides, his dislike for Orizaba was only general. He
disliked to have strangers around the house at any time.
We have always entertained lavishly, but it was always
a bore to the governor. Dear old dad hasn't an ambition in life that hasn't the dollar sign in front of it.
You must not get the idea that because I hated an'd
despise Orizaba, that everybody else did the same. On
the contrary, he was a general favorite."
"Very weD, Danton," said the detective, rising from
his chair. "If you will wait here while I make some
changes in my apparel, I will rejoin you presently and

we will catch the six-thirty train for the fells. For the
present, i advise you to give the impression that you
have not been at the house before, this nrorning, and
if the body of Orizaba has not already been found, we
will discover it. After that, we must be guided by
events. My presence with you, you can explain on the
plea that I am a Mr. Felix Parsons, of London, an old
friend whom you unexpectedly met at the club."

CHAPTER VI.
THE PICTURE IN THE ROSE GARDEN.

Nick Carter and his young client walked from the
station to the Fells, and while they were on their way,
the detective took occasion to refer to another point
that had been mentioned by Danton, and one to which
he hM especially objected at the time it was made.
"In the beginning of our conversation this morning,"
he said, "you used the expression that you had long
'meditated' killing Orizaba some day. Later, you told
me about the needle, but I have not yet gone into that
subject of meditation. I would like to know exactly
what you meant by the use of that word in connection
wi$h the possible death of Ramon Orizaba."
"I don't think I meant the expression to be understood in exactly the way you took it," replied Danton.
"I did not mean that I had actually meditated murdering him."
"It sounded very much like such a statement."
"Well, I will tell you how I have meditated upon
his death by violence. If the consequences of committing such a deed were purely physical-if there were no
moral side to the question- if the only thing that I
could have outraged by the commission of such an
act had been the taw, I think I should have killed
him long ago."
"That is an extremely dangerous sentiment for you
to express under the existing circumstances, Danton."
"Oh, I know that ; but that isn't the point. When I
meditat~d upon 'his death, it was in the form of thinking out regrets that, because of the moral and mental
aspects of the case, I was debarred from killing him.
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I have wished that we might both return to savagery
long enough for me to take his life without experiencing regret for the act afterward. I wanted him dead
and I wanted to kill him, but I never for an instant considered the possibility that I would do so; precisely in
the same ratio in which my adventurous spirit 1s always
stirred whenever I read of an expedition to the North
Pole."
"How is that?"
"Why, I meditate upon going there myself. I
haven't a doubt but that I could accomplish it much
more satisfactorily than Peary-has ever done. I have
meditated upon the accomplishment of such an expedition so many times, 'that I have well-defined plans
for the work, and yet if the money, the men, the ships
and everything were plaeed at my disposal in the midst
of one of those meditative journeys, I would no more
have underfken it, than I would seriously have considered the cold-blooded murder that ·had occurred.
Do you understand me?"
"Yes. I think I do. A journey to the North Pole
is one of your dreams which you make use of on account of its soporific effect, when you are composing
yourself to sleep; and the death of Orizaba was one of
your dreams, which you used in connection with the
happiness of your home life.''
."Exactly."
"Then I think we-understand each other."
4
' No, Mr. Carter.
Not quite."
"Well, what else?"
"I would like to ask you a few questions."
"Ask them."
"You have assured me that you do not believe that•I
could have killed Orizaba i.n my sleep."
"I have; emp~atically."
uyou are certain that such a thing did not happen?*'
"I feel as positive as if I knew by observation, that
it did not.''
'
"You have not assured me of your conviction that my
hand did not strike that needle into his neck."
4
' Have I not?"
.,No."

"Do you need that assurance from me?"

44

I would like to have it."
..Why? Are you not satisfied on that point in your
I
own mind?"
••Not exactly. I know that I did not do the deed
knowingly; but-''
40
But what?"
"This: I know what it is to do things when under
the influence of liquor, ,and to have absolutely no recollection afterward, of having done them. I have awakened in the morning many a time, with no remembrance
of places I had visited while I was intoxicated. I hlve
met friends often, on the day succeeding some such
spree, and have been told by them of incidents that took
place the preceding night-incidents in which I had a
part, but of which I retained absolutely no recollection."
"That is a common experience with men who drink
to excess, Danton."
"Yes, I know ; but here is another point connected
with it. In the majority of cases of the Sort I have
described, a rehearsal of the incidents recalls them to
mind-I remember them, or rather recall them when
reminded of them ; but there have been other cases
where such periods. ha.ve remained total blanks in my
mind, and which no sort of reminder could recall to my
recollection."
41
That is not unusual, either.''
14
Well, is it possible that I might have killed Orizaba
while drunk, and have totally forgotten it?''
14
No. I am sure it is not possible."
'~o you mean that?"
"Certainly I mean i.t."
"Then you believe that I am not responsible for
the death of Orizaba? I want your assurance of that,
if you can give it."
"Very well, my young friend, then you have it. I
believe that you are no more responsible for the death
of Ramon Orizaba, than I am-unless the fact that yo~.<
owned the weapon that killed him, may be said to
convey responsibility. But, Danton, I am not at all
sure that you did own it."
"You are not?"'
"No. The needle is. missing from your desk. You
think you wiped away a spot of blood from the back

'

16

NEW NICK CARTER WEEKLY.

of his neck. You believe that the needle was imbedded
ip his neck at the time because you think you detected
its presence there. It remains to be seen if your conclusions, arrived at when you were not in a responsible
condition of mind, are correct. How do you feel now,
by the wayr•
"Rocky; terribly rocky and shaky."
Nick put out one hand and rested it on the shoulder
of his cornpani9n.
"Danton." he said, "I feel that the very best tonic
I ~n give you for your services, is to tell you how much
I dmire your conduct this morning. You have done
nobly, and you have acted bravely and almost fearlessly. You have won my respect, my faith and my
lasting friendship for all time, by your conduct since
I found you awaiting me in the reception room at my
house. Be as brave through the ordeals you will have
to face, as you have been in the beginning, and take my
word for it, the clouds will disappear."
Danton came to an abrupt stop, and there were tears
in his eyes as he turned and faced the detective.
"You mustn't talk to me like that, old chap, don't
you know,'' he said. "I've been up against it awful
hard since I found that dead body in the chair in my
room, and I can tell you right now that 'Little Reggie's wild-oats' days are over, and that's no dream."
"Good for you. I believe you are in earnest."
"In earnest? So much so that if you had told me
just now that there was a possibility that I might, even
unconsciously, be the murderer, I should have gone
directly and given myself up, and faced the music.
Thank Heaven it is not necessary."
They were ascending the long pathway which led to
the side entrance of the house, and as Danton ceased
speaking, he raised his arm and pointed across the
lawn.
Nick turned, and his eyes encountered a vision of
beauty such as never before in his life had he encountered, and , the memory of which remained with
him to the end ol his life.
It was the month of June, it will be remembered, and
a great part of the garden was given up to the cultivation of roses. There were thousands of them in bloom,

from the purest white to th~ deep and haughty red of
the jacqueminot, and they clung to low bushes and to
high ones. They climbed upon trellises and peeped
from interstices in the lattice work built by the gardener
to support them. They hung in clusters far out of
reach overhead, and they smiled up from the dew-laden
leaves and grasses in the beds. Roses in all their richness, in all the magnificent and munificent glory of
strength, and color and grace. Roses I Roses everywhere. And in the very midst of them, framed in
nature's richest and most priceless work, dressed in
a simple white morning gown with the glory of her hair
glistening in the slanting sun, with her eyes sparkling
irridescently and her lips parted in a smile, and with
festoons of roses hanging from her shoulders and arms,
encircling her neck and filli~g her qands, stood Merce~s, looking toward her brother and his companion.
Involuntarily Nick Carter raised his hat and bowed
--to the matchless beauty of the scene more than to the
young woman who completed it. And then he was
conscious of a shiver that went through him like an
electric shock, when he suddenly remembered the cold
and silent clod of clay that was sitting so still in a
chair. somewhere in· the house before him, whose dead
eyes would never look upon this scene, whose senseless
nostrils could never again expand to meet the fragrance
of that June morning-that useless body which only
yesterday had been as filled with hopes and longings as
any person alive.
"It is your sister, is it not?" said Nick, in a low tone,
to Danton.
"Yes."
"Take me to her. It is an excellent moment for me
to make her acquaintance, Remember, I am a friend
from England- Mr. Felix Parsons, in the diplomatic
service."
She saw that they were approaching her, and waited
where she was, for them to draw near, and Nick saw
at a glance that she had eyes only for her brother.
He saw, too, that her smile expanded as they came
nearer to her; that a look of pleased surprise came into
her eyes as she studied her brother, and he knew that
it was because, although he had attended a banquet and
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been out all the night, he showed never a sicn of the
effects of it-of the wines he had drank, of the liquors
he had imbibed; and then he was presented to her.
"Mercedes," said Danton, "this is an old friend and
a very dear friend-Mr. Parsons. Felix, this is the
1
best, the sweetest and the dearqst sister that ever blessed
}a young scapegrace, in this world."

"Yes; send one of the stable boys for a doctor as
quickly as he can go. Say that Orizaba is ill. Bring
the doctor to my rooms as soon as he arrives. In the
meantime, tell nobody of your discovery. I will go
with my friend to my rooms at once. Go. Wait at
the stable for the doctor, and then bring him to me at
once."
Then, as Rogers turned away, Danton called out:
"Oh, Felix. I am going to my rooms. My man tells
me that Orizaba is there, and that he is ill! Will you
CHAPTER VII.
come with me?"
THE DETECTIVE'S SEARCH FOR CLEWS.
With a murmured apology to Mercedes, Nick re-Greetings had scar_ely been exchanged when they joined Danton, and together they entered the house and
were interrupted by the appearance of young Danton's proceeded at once to Danton's rooms.
valet who approached them rapidly across the lawn, ,and,
Nick nodded his approval when Danton related the
pausing while. still some distance from them, called out conversation that had taken place between him and his
in a low tone :
valet, but he made no comment. But when they en"May I have a word with you, ¥r. Reginald r•
tered and closed the door behind them, he said :
Danton swept one lightning-like glance upon Nick,
"It may prove a little bit harder for you in the end,
and crossed over to where the valet was waiting.
to attempt to carry the impression now, that you were
"What is it, Rogers?" he asked.
not at home early this morning, but it is decidedly bet"I had occasion to visit your rooms just now, sir," ter in view of my idea of what is to come. Your sis-said the valet, in a low tone, which was inaudible to the ter seemed to take the news that Orizaba is ill with
others. "Mr. Orizaba is there, sir."
very little concern."
"Orizaba ? In my rooms? How is that?" asked
"Oh, she expected that we would both be out of the
Danton; in well-simulated surprise.
counting to-day. I usually am when I have been to a
"I do not know how it is, sir, only that he is there; banquet. She thinks his illness is only the effects of
but that is not all, sir."
his night out, and his presence in my room due to. his
not being able to find his own."
"Well ? What more?"
"He i~ in the big chair near the south window, sir.
"I see," said the detective-but it was evident that he
I supposed he was sleeping, and, knowing that you had other ideas concerning Mercedes' reception of the
would be offended if you returned and discovered him news; however, he said nothing more on the subject,
there, I sought to awaken him, sir."
but at once busied himself in examining the room.
"Sought to awaken him! Why didn't you do it?"
Orizaba's position in the chair was precisely as Dan''He would not awaken, sir?"
ton had described it.
A rapid, but careful inspection of the back of his
"What the devil do you mean, Rogers?"
"He would not wake up, because he could not, sir. neck, disclosed a small blue mark, not larger than the
head of a pin, where the needle had entered the flesh.
He is dead."
Around it there was no sign whatever of a wound,
"Dead t Good heavens! You must be mistaken I"
and
there was not a thing that could be discovered ex"He is dead, sir; and quite cold. I saw you 'lS you
approached the house, almost at the same moment that ternally, to indicate that an instrument of death had
I discovered him, sir, and so I came directly to you. entered there.
"It is too bad that I cannot go deener into that ques.Will you tell me what to do next, sir?"

\
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tion here and now," said Nick, "but for obvious reasons
"W~ll? he inquired.
the body must not be disturbed until after the doctor
"Look there," saicj Nick, pointing at the bottom of
and the coroner have viewed it-and, anyhow, the body the legs of the trousers on the dead man. "Tell me what
you see.''
itself is the least of my concerns just now."
"Only a small, green burr:"
Suddenly he glanced up sharply at Danton, who was
"Exactly. Only a small, green 'burr-and on the
watching him eagerly.
"Did you have a shower in this neighborhood yes- other leg, the remnants' of another small, green burr!
that has been picked off and thrown away. I did not
terday?" he asked. ·
find any evidence of such a thing on the trousers you
"Yes. A light one; late in the afternoon."
"Are you wearing the shoes you wore at the banquet, wore, Danton."
or did you put on a different pair when you started to
"Well, I don't know, to be sure, but I don't think I
find me?"'
went anywhere to get such things fast to me."
"Exactly; and it is evident that Orizaba did, is it
"I changed them."
not?"
"Where are the ones you wore to the banquet?"
"Why, yes."
"Here."
"Let me see them. Ah! I thought so."
"Do you remember if lte drank very much last night?
Was ·'be as full as you were when you started for
''What?"
"Never mind, just now. 1 You think that half an hour home?"
might have elapsed while you were asleep in the piazza
''I don't know. I don't think he was, however, for
chair. Yes. I remember.\ Here is a 5J!la11 stain of the reason that he generally kept his head much better
ink on the ends of the thumb and first finger of Ori- than I could."
"And yet, when your sister heard that he was in your
zaba's right hand, as if he had used them to pick an
obstruction from the point of a pen-a hair. for ex- rooms, ill, you say she doubtless believed that- it was
ample. Tell me, was Orizaba left handed? Did he because he was drunk last night.. Now, you·take your
stand over there at the window and keep your eyes
write with his left hand?''
"With either. With one almost as well as with the out through it, so that you can tell me the moment you
other."
see any signs of the doctor's arrival. That's it. Don't
"And you use purple ink on your desk, I take it, -have me in mind at all, but tell me when you see anyeh?"
body coming."
"Yes. I do.''
Danton obeyed, and ~s soon as his back was turned,
"Good. Where are the clothes you wore to the ban- Nick Carter began to work in earnest.
quet? Get them, for we must work rapidly in order
One by one he examined every pocket in the clothing
to be through before the doctor arrives.''
of the dead man, turning out the contents, examining
"Here," replied Danton,· and he brought them from a each article and /paper separately, and with careful
chair in the bedroom, where he had thrown them down scrutiny; and while he did so, there were several arcarelessly.
ticles which he transferred to his own pockets, and
Nick examined them carefully and then returned that with the appearance of the utmost pleasure.
them to their owner.
There were two letters, a check, a fountain pen, a
''They are all right," he said. "Hang them, if you small card case, which, howe\-er, contained no cards,
can, in their accustomed placEt:, where your valet keeps but was well supplied with other things, and a piece of
them. \Vhen you have done that, come here."
blue blotting paper, which exactly fitted into the closed
Danton returned in a moment and took his place be- card case.
These he deposited in his own pockets, and then,
side Nick.
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when he had rearranged the clothing of the dead man
so that there remained no eviden~e that anything had
been disturbed, he straightened up and drew back just
as Danton announced that the doctor had arrived.
It must be remembered that there was not a sign of
violence anywhere upon the body of the dead man.
He was seated in the big, upholstered chair near the
, in an attitude such as a perso~, asleep might
quite naturally have assumed. His head· was thrown
back against the cushion, and his hands were disposed
gracefully and naturally as if he had used every
personal sense in placing them before ·the fatal blow
had fallen upon him.
The doctor summoned by Rogers happened also to
be the coroner, which was fortunate, inasmuch as he
could give immediate permission for the removal of
the body. He happened alsd, to be not particularly
gifted with understanding, and to be one of those individuals who believes so thoroughly in what he does
know that opposite opinions serve merely to fasten his
own convictions the more firmly. Moreover, an affair
of this kind in a household like the Dantons! Well!
He considered it a beneficent intervention of Providence
that Orizaba should have died thus suddenly in order
that he might be calleq in and be for a moment on
terms of familiarity with the multi-millionaire's family.
But Dr. Jackso;t, the coroner, did not return alone.
He brought a younger man with him, who was also a
physician, a young Dr. Pollock, whose keen, black
alert manner and comprehensive attitude at once
Impressed ·Nick, so that he remarked, mentally, to himself:
"There's a young chap who will not be fooled by appearances, and who will manage to get at the bottom of
this thing without much delay. I must have a private
talk with him as soon as possible."
Dr. Jackson lost no time in arriving at a decision
IC:Onc~~rniing the case.
"The gentleman expired four or five hours ago,'1 he
said, rubbing his hands together as if he were imparting information of the most delightful character, calculated to give unalloyed pleasure to everybody within
the sound of his voice. "Overindulgence in stimulants

I9
I

brought about his death, I have no doubt. However,
the autopsy wilt fully determine that part of it. There
is, no doubt, however, that the valves of the heart will
be found to be greatly enlarged, and-er-badly-ercongested. Your friend--or was he a relative, Mr.
Danton? I think I have heard that he was a cousin.
Yes? Very well, your cousin's death is due to heart
failure, sir, stiperinduced by overexcitement and stimulant, followed by the sudden relaxation of falling asleep
in this chair. Ahem! I think he may now be removed."

CHAPTER VIII.
CIRCUMSTANTIAL

EVIDENCE

WHICH

MIGHT

HAVE

HANGED DANTON.

It was at this juncture that Nick called Dr. Pollock
aside for a moment.
"Doctor," he said, "I would appreciate it if you
would consent to do me a small favor in this matter."
"Very well, sir, what can I do?" replied the doctor.
"I wish you would appear to. accept whatever verdict Dr. Jackston sees fit to give concerning the events
that have happened here this morning, and that when
he takes his departure you would .ride away with him
-but that you would return almost immediately, if
you can <to so."
"That is rather a strange request, is it not, sir?"
''Perhaps; but I have good reasons for making it, as
you will discover later."

.

"It would be scarcely a professional act on my part,
sir."
"Then call it the act of an expert. Dr. Pollock, I
must be frank with you and rely upon your discretion
also. I am not Mr. Parsons at all. I am a person
of whom you have no doubt heard, a detective, named
Nick Carter."
"Indeed! Yes, sir, I have heard of you and I am
glad to make your acquaintance. I will also be glad
to serve you if you will tell me how I may do so."
'
\
''In the first place, doctor, Ramon Orizaba was murdered. I have already discovered that much, but for
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importan~

reasons I wish particularly that you should
have the credit of the discovery."
"Murdered! There is absolutely no outward evidence of a crime."
"No ; but I can show you much that will convince
you; therefore will you do as I have requested?''
"Certainly I will."
"Then in an hour if you will meet' me in the room to
· which they are taking the bod~, I will talk with you
· there."
"Very good ; I will be there."
Turning from the doctor, Nick motioned for young
Danton to come to him.
"The servants already know that Orizaba is deicl,"
he ·said, rapidly. "I think you had best carry the information to your mother yourself. Tell her only
what the valet told you and what the doctor has said
since he arrived. That will be enough for the present.
I will take it upon myself to go into the rose garden
and break the news to your sister. Conduct yourself
througbout exactly as you have done up to the present morrrent- if you think you can keep up under this
awful strain."
"I must keep up. There is no choice."
"True. But don't drop down in your tracks. Once
in a while you look as if you were about to do that very
thing."
"I feel so, too. But I manage to pull myself t<r
gether. If i drop, it will be because I am a dead onelike Orizaba."
"Keep up your courage. Go to your mother, an~
when you have finished with her, follow me to the rose
garden where we left your sister. I remember that she
said she had taken her coffee, and that after she .had
filled her lungs with the breath of the roses, she should
sit under the arbor and read, so I have no doubt that
I will find her there."
And so while the $etvants, directed by the two doctors, were conveying all that w~s left of Ramon Orizaba to the rooms l)e had occupied in life, Reginald
Danton sought the apartment of his mother, and Nick
Carter went out of the house through the side door and

started along the gravel walk toward the arbor where
Mercedes had told him she would sit and read.
He crossed the lawn and passed among the wealth of
roses toward the very spot where he had been pre
sented to her; and there, where she had stood during
the two or three moments they had conversed together,
the ground was littered with the roses she had carried in ner arms and upon her person : ·and from that
sPot toward the arbor, fifty feet away, there was a
trail of roses and rose leaves in such p~oficiency as •1~
most to suggest that she had played the game of hareand-hounds with them, in order to lead her pursuer to
her retreat.
He followed quickly, for there was something about
that confused littering of the flowers along the pathway which suggested haste and excitement. He could
almost imagine that she had flung them there in her
excitement as she turned to fly from some real or
fancied peril. The roses along the walk seemed to
speak to him and to bid him hasten to her side, and
he lost no time inI making his way to the arbor.
At the entrance he halted abruptly.
Inside that rose-embowered place, screened effectually from view from the outside, Mercedes had fallen,
and she was stretched at full length upon the ground,
•
her face now waxen in hue was turned toward the
canopy of roses o.ver her, and her whole attitude told
him that she had fainted the instant she crossed the
threshold and knew that she had escaped from the view
of others.
"Poor child," murmured Nick, bending over her,
and he began to chafe her hands and to wait patiently
until nature should come to his assistance and revive
her, for it was not at all to his purposes that he should
call for assistance or seek restoratives, and thus betray' a weakness which she had sought so strenuously to
hide.
While he bent above her, and stroking her hands,
looked down upon her exquisitely beautiful face,
vaguely wondering that creation could have wrought
so perfectly upon one human being, a shadow fell
across them both, and raising his eyes, he saw that
Danton had followed him into the garden.
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"What has happened to Mercedes 7" he (temanded,
instantly falling upon his knees beside his sister.
''She has fainted, that is all," replied Nick. "How
is it that you are here?''
~'My mother was already infonned, it seems. She
sent me to bring Mercedes to her."
"Ah I ' Well, your sister is already reviving. It
will be better, when she opens her eyes, that she should
not discover a stranger. I will step to one side, out
of her range of vision. When she is sufficiently re. cov~ed. you can break the news of Orizaba's death to
her."
Nick passed outside the arbor, but he stood where
he could not only observe, but also hear all that took
place between brother and sister, and, for reasons of
his own, the circumstance was one which entirely
accorded with his wishes.
"Mercedes," said Danton, in a low, eager tone. "It
is I-Med." ·
She sighed and seemed to make an effort to smile,
but it was a failure.
"I fainted, did I not?" she whispered.
"Yes, dear. I think so. Why did you faint? What
was the matter? You look~ so well when I saw you
in the garden only a little while ago. What happened
to you, Mercedes?"
"Did I look well? Did I look happy?
Meadows I How can you say that?''

Oh,

"Why, what is the matter, child-sister? ·why do
you look so frightened? Your eyes-"
"Hush, hush! Tell me what the doctor said. What
did he say ?"
· · "That is what I came here to tell you, Mercedes.
R.amon is--dead."
Not a trace of surprise manifested itself in her face
as she looked up into her brother's eyes. Then she
slowly raised herself to her elbow, thence to a sitting
posture, and thus she leaned again11t the rustic bench,
still looking into her brother's eyes.
"Did the doctor find--does the doctor know-did
he discover what it was-that killed-Ramon~· she
asked hesitatin&ly.
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"Why, yes," replied Danton. "He said that death
was due to heart failure.''
"Thank God I"
"Why, Mercedes, what do you mean?''
"What do I mean? You ask me that?"
"Do you mean to tell me--"
"Hush, my brother. Did you think I did not
know?''
"Know what, Mercedes?''
"That Ramon was dead. 'Did you think I did not
know? Oh, my God I I wish that I might have died
a thousand times before I did know-before I saw
what I did see."
"GOod heaven I Mercedes, tell me what you mean I"
"Hush, Reginald. I have never called you by that
name before, have I? But it seems as if I could never
again address you by the name I have loved to use.
Oh, my brother, my brother, why did you not kill me
also, instead. of condemning me to live on, with this
horrible secret in my keeping? Instead of forcing
me to be the one person in all the world who knows
that you have committed a-murder! Oh, God help
mel"
Young Danton started back in terror, and his sister
buried her face in her arms against the rustic bench
and burst into a passion of sobs.
, But the young man pulled himself together wonderfully well, and he forced himself to ask quite calmly:
"Mercedes, I have feared that you would fear that
I had a hand in the death of Orizaba, but somehow I
had disabused my mind of that fear so utterly that I
had, for the moment, forgotten it. Do you mean to
say that you think I killed him r•
"I know· that- you killed him, Reginald."
"You"7""know- that - l-killed-him? Good God,
Mercedes, what do you mean? How can you know
a thing which is not true?''
"I saw you."
Danton started back with a cry that seemed to him
loud enough to have reached to the river, but which
in reality was scarcely heard by the detective a few
feet away, and then he stood there as if paralyzed,
staring into the face of his sister with glassy; unseeing

-
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eyes. ~~You saw me!" he whispered, shrilly. "Then
it is true after all. I did it without knowing that I
did it, and all the assurances given me by Mr. Carter,
were wrong. I did it, you say, and you saw me. Oh,
God! Oh, God! I did it after all, and I did it without knowing it!"
Mercedes raised her eyes again and fixed ·them
coldly upon her brother.
"Reginald," she said, slowly, "you are dearer to me
'
than anybody in all the world, and I will keep your
secret so well that all the tortures in the world shall
never draw it from me-so well that the keeping of
it will kill me, for I feel as if I were dying even now;
but, Reginald, do not think that I shall hold you guiltless. Do not suppose that I can be made to believe
that you did not commit that awful deed with deliberation and after full premeditation. I saw you, I say.
I saw every motion that you made, everything you
did."
"Tell me what you saw,'' he said, slowly.
"You did not latch the door when you entered the
room, and a draught had swung it partly ajar. I
stood in the hallway. I saw you approach the chair
in which Ramon was seated, asleep. You held a bottle
in your hand, and I saw you hold it under his nostrils
so that he might inhale the fumes of whatever it contained-and then I became conscious of the odor of
chloroform."
"But there is no chloroform in the room. I have
never in my life· had chloroform in my possession,"
groaned Danton, whose only thought then was to convince himself that his· sister might be mistaken. Still
she paid no heed to what he said.
. "Wait," she said. "I saw you hold the chloroform
under his nose. Then you crossed the room to your
desk. You found the casket and opened it, and I knew
then what you were going to do. I tried to cry out.
I tried to rush into the room, but I could neither speak
nor move. All power of sound and motion had been
taken from me. I was as a dead body, standing there,
chained, compelled to witness the most terrible sight
the eyes can behold-the infamy of my own brother.
You opened the casket and you took from it that ter-

rible instrument you have shown to me. I -recognized
it by the cork handle, and again I tried to call out to
you and stop you-but I could not make a sound. I
could not move."
"And then-" asked Danton, tensely.
"Then? Then you passed behind the chair in which
he was seated ; you pushed his head forward until his
chin rested upon his breast, for the chloroform had
stupefied him so that there was no fear that he would
awaken; and then, while you held his head forward
with your left hand, you did something with your right,
and I saw a shudder like a spasm shoot through
Ramon's figure--and I knew that you had killed him,
even as that terrible man,· Cadillac, had murdered his
victims in Paris."
She broke out into sobbing again, and he made no
effort to stop her; presently she recovered sufficiently
to continue.
/
"I would not have cried out then if I could have
done so," she said, "for it was too late. I knew
that Ramon .was dead. I saw you replace his head
back against the cushion of the chair. I saw that you
smoothed his coat, as if to obliterate any traces you
might have left there of the crime you had committed.
I saw you hold up the cork handle of the instrument
YOl! had used, and I saw that it was empty-that the
terrible needle was gone from it. I saw you take it
back to the desk and drop it again into the casket
where you kept it, and then I fled to my room, entered
it, locked the door, and fell into a swoon from which
I did not recover until the sun was shining into my
room. Then I dressed and came out here. I steeled
myself to act the part you saw me play, but when
you went into the bouse, taking your friend with yoti
to visit the scene of your crime, it was too much fo;
me. I ran here to the arbor, and then-then I opened
my eyes and found you beside me."
CHAPTER IX.

.

THE MAN ON THE COUCH .

Merc.edes Danton was not only herself convinced
that her brother was a murderer, but she had convinced
him of his own guilt Doubtful at first, and yet half
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believing that he might have unconsciously committed
the act which deprived Ramon Orizaba of life, and
later, aided by the reasoning of the detective, assured
that he could not have killed him without knowing it,
he was now thrown back into a worse condition of
mind than ever, for here was one-his own beloved
and loving sister--who saw him do the deed.
I
When she ceased speaking, his mind seemed to drift
into a stupor from which he was aroused a moment
lat~r by feeling a heavy hand on his shoulder.
It was Nick Carter who touched him, and Mercedes
discovered the presence of "Mr. Parsons" at the same
• instant
She leaped to her feet and confronted him with
fl~shing eyes, for sorrow gave place to anger, and all
the maternal instinct of woman, which is aroused quite
as thoroughly in the heart of a sister when she is
fighting for a brother as for a mother when she fights
for a child-all that wonderful fighting and enduring
quality with which God has endowed womankind, rose
up within her to battle against the peril in which she
believed her brother stood at that instant when his
secret became the property of a third pe~son.
"You heard me I" she gasped. "You heard everything that I said?''
"Yes," said Nick. "I heard everything;" but the
kindly look in his eyes and the subdued voice in which
he spOke convinced her that, at least, he was not immediately to be feared, and she sank back upon the
bench and buried her face in her hands again.
Suddenly she raised her head and with a quick
motion leaned toward him.
"You---ypu knew about it--before," she whispered,
tentatively.
"Yes," he replied. "I thought I did. Now I am
sure that I did."
"Then-you saw-I mean- he did not chloroform
you- Ah I You were not unconscious. You saw
-the things-that I have--described. You--6awthem-yourself I"
"Mercedes," interrupted Danton, "are you mad?
What do you mean, sister?"
"Wait," said Nick, ~ternly. 11Sit over there beside
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your sister, Danton, and . whatever is said, don't you
speak at all. Your sister saw much more than she
has described, as you will presently discover. It is a
fortunate thing that I overheard this conversation between you, for through its revelations we will &'et at
the truth. Sit down, Danton, and wait"
Then he turned to Mercedes.
"Miss Danton," he said, kindly, "you are overwrought, but you are brave:and tender, and true. You
love your brother, even though now you believe him
to be guilty of a horrible crime-even though you believe it on the evidence of your own senses, than which,
it would seem there could be no better. But yet, there
are times when our own senses deceive ~s most outrageously; as I shall presently prove to you. Yours have
deceived you. You saw that murder committed, and
you were paralyzed with terror at the spectacle. Has
it occurred to you that your perceptions might have
been dulled, or have become distorted by reason of
the same terrors ?''
She shook her head in a slow negative.
"Yet," continued Nick, "I will presently prove to
you that you know positively that your brother did
not commit that act."
· "Oh, sir, if you only can. But it is impossible."
"Nothing is impossible. Things are only improbable. This one is n~t even an improbability. Now,
follow me closely. When we--your brother and ,! entered the rose garden an hour ago, and I was presented to you, where did you honestly think we had
come from?''
"I did not know. I had no thought about it save
that you had been out somewhere together; but I
thought I understood the r~son for that."
"Precisely. You mean that you supposed that we
had gone out of this house together this morning, do
you not?''
"Certainly."
"It did )lot occur to you that I had just come from
New York, and, in fact, had never set foot upon this
estate before?''
"No."
"Why?''

.
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"Because I knew better than that. I beg, sir, that
you will not attempt to deceive me. I will appreciate
everything you would do for my bother, but do not
think that I can be deceived."
"I think you have been deceived and now I am endeavoring to set you f"ight. You say you knew that
I had not just come here from New York. Tell me
exactly why you think you knew that."
"Because I saw you before."
"Ah! Now, are you sure that it was I whom you
saw? Did you see rrte sufficieqtly plainly to identify
me?''
"N-n-no. I did not see your face; but it could have
been nobody else ·whom I saw."
"You think so? We will see, for I understand now
exactly how you'have made an awful mistake. Was it
on the couch in your brother's room where you think
you saw me? No, let me put the question differently:
When you were looking into that room through the
half-open door, and saw the terrible scene you have
just described, were you conscious that there was a
person-a third person in that room?"
"Yes."
"And where was that third person?''
ustretched upon the couch, apparently sleeping."
"And when you saw me in the garden with your
brother a little while ago, you naturally supposed that
I was the same person you had seen asleep on the couch
in your brother's room? Is that it?''
"Yes; but there is also another reason."
"Indeed, what is that?"
"I know that there were thr~ persons who came
into the house some time after midnight, and I know
that those three persons went to my brother's rooms."
"Excellent. Now we are getting at it. How did
you know that?"
"I saw them from my window!'
"Describe them as you saw them."
"My brother came up the walk first, and alone. I
think he must have stopped on the piazza, for I did not
hear him come up the stairs, although I listened."
"Well I and what next?"
uSoon after that I saw Ramon Orizaba and a

stranger approach the house together. That stranger
I now suppose to be yourself."
"Precisely. And did you again listen to discover
if they came up the stairs?"
"Yes. I thought that all three came up together
and went into the room."
"Now, what was it that called you from your room,
so that you happened to be passing your brother's door
at the moment when the sights you saw within held
your attention ?''
"Nothing at all. I was merely restless. I knew
from his manner of walking that my brother was intoxicated. I also saw that Ramon Orizaba was in a
condition that was not much better, and I naturally
supposed the same thing of the third person. I knew
they had gone into my brother's rooms, and I wished
to assure myself that they were not
quarreling."
4
"Now tell me what was the first discovery you made
inside your brother's r~. What was the very first
thing you saw which attracted your attention?''
"I saw him. He was standing at the couch with his
back toward me, and he was leaning over the person
who was lying on the couch-yourself."
"We will say that it was I, for the present, if it
pleases you, although I was at that time in my own
bed in the city of New York. Now what was your
brother doing?"
"I did not know. He had a bottle in his hand--JCln
ordinary four-ounce phial."
1
'The bottle which you afterward supposed contained
chloroform?''
"Yes."
"And your supposition was that he had been administering it to the person who was lyirrg on the couch?''
"In the light of what I saw !!Ubsequently-yes."
"Now, when he turned away from the man on the
couch, did you see his face plainly? I want you to
be sure about this. You say it w~s your brother; I
want to know if you saw your brother's face- and so
recognized it."
"I did not see it plainly; no."
"Was not the room lighted?''
"Very dimly. There ·was only one incandescent
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bulb turned on, and that was in the adjQining room
--flOt in that one."
Nick turned to Danton.
"I ' believe you assured me that all the lights were
turned on whel! you awoke. Are you certain about
that?''
"Absolutely positive," was the quick reply, for Danton was now leaning forward in intense excitement,
since he had caught the drif~ of Nick Carter's questions.
The detective turned again to Mercedes.
"The light was, then, very dim," he said. "Now,
if you could not see the man's face clearly, can you
give me any fiood reason for believing that it was your
brother whom you saw with the bottle in his hand?"
"Only that I felt positive that it was my brother,"
said Mercedes, now beginning to stare in amazem,nt,
for she also was beginning to understand.
"Did this man whom you saw wear a coat?" asked
Nick.
"Yes. He was fully dressed."
"Was it a dress coat?"
"No. I do not think so. I remember thinking afterward that Reginald must have changed his coat and
waistcoat after entering the house, for I noticed when
he came up the walk that he wore a low, \White waistcoat and his dress suit. When I saw him with the
bottle in his hand-or the person whom I did see with
a bottle in his hand, wore an ordinary coat and a dark
vest." .
"Like what Reginald is wearing now?"
"No. Dark. Quite dark. Almost black, or quite so
in that light."
"When he turned away from the man on the couch,
did he at once approach the man in the chair--Orizaba ?"
"Yes."
"And during all the iime you were there at the door,
while the man wborn you supposed to be your brother
was using tl).e chloroform and the needle--while he
was murdering Orizaba-<:ould you still see the third
man, on the couch?"

"CertainlY.:."

"Then, Miss Danton, your brother is guiltless, for
Reginald Danton was unconscious, on the couch, when
the murder was committed."

CHAPTER X.
THE VICTIM OF A NEMESIS.

Mercedes started to her feet with a cry of amazed
delight, nor was Reginald's joy less deep, although
he re~ained quite still in his place on the bench. It
was Mertedes who spoke first after the announcement
made by the detective.
"Then who was it whom I saw and believed ·to be
my brother?" she demanded.
"Ah !" said the detective, "that is another matter.
I think, however, that we will experience very little
difficulty in determining that question, when once I
have had access to the lares and penates in the room
of Ramon Orizaba. However, I see Dr. Pollock returning, and so I will leave you two together, with the
injunction that you had better go to your mother as
soon as conveniept. And, Danton, within a few hours
it must be generally known that your guest was murdered, so I would suggest that you prepare your
mother for the intelligence. In fact, I wish you would
tell her at once, for it is more than likely that .I will
find it necessary· to talk the matter over with her soon.
Now, just one more suggestion. I think you owe it to
your sister to tell her everything that has occurred, just
as you told it to me, and to add to the telling all that
has taken place since you entered my house this morning. You may also tell her who I am, and why I am
here."
The detective left them then and hurried across the
lawn to meet the doctor who had returned according to
his promise, and together they repaired at once to the
room where the body of Ramon Orizaba had been
taken- to the rooms he had oc~pied always when he
was a guest at Linden Fells.
"Doctor," said Nick, when they were alone t~gether
in the -room and had closed and locked the door behind them, "I have asked this favor of you for two
reasons. One is because I want a good, reliable wit~
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ness to all that happens and to support every discovery
I may make, a~d the other is because I require your
professional services as an expert. The undertakers
will be here shortly, and we will then have to turn
the body over to them, but. in the meantime, we can
easily complete such researches as it is necessary to
make.
••You will find, to _begin with, that this man was
killed by a needle which was thrust into the back
of his neck. Come ; we will turn the body over and
search for it, and I will ask you to withdraw it for
use as evidenc~. There is the ~nly mark left by the
wound. It is scarcely perceptible, is it?''
"No. I should not have seen it at all if you had not
drawn my attention to it."
"Will you extract the needle? The broken end must
be quite close to the surface of the skin:•
11
Are you sure it is there?"
"Positive."
"Just beneath the skin?"
"Yes; but be careful ; it is of glass and will break
easily."
There was a moment of silence, and then the doctor,
who stood with his back to the detective, spoke.

..

"You say the needle is of glass?"

"I have reason to believe it is."
"Well, Y0\1 are mistaken.

It is of steel."

"Steel? Let me see it."
The doctor passed the tiny weapon to the detective
who examined it critically, and then, after carefully
wrapping it in paper, deposited it inside his own cardcase. But he did not hesitate to express his surprise
to the physician at the discovery, for the needle extracted from the neck of the murdered man was in
reality, a needle-a three-sided, sharp--pointed needle
such as is used by furriers; in fact-to give it its true
coloquial name-a fur needle.
"A dangerous weapon," said the doctor.
"Dangerous, indeed,'• assented Nick. "Now, doctor, if you will proceed with your examination from
the professional standpoint, so that you will be prepared to give your testimony in detail at the pro_Qer:

time and place, I will give my attention to the other
things in the room."
From that time o~ the two men worked together
in silence, only occasionally calling the attention of
each other to some discovery that was pertinent to the
occasion.
And Nick's investigation of the desk and its contents, of the bureau and of every nook and cranny of
the room itself, was eminently satisfa:ctory-so satisfactozy, in fact, that when at last he had completed
his researches, and discovered that the doctor was also
done with his part of the work,·he said to him:
, "Here, doctor, is quite a remarkable circumstance-:....
one, in fact; that is entirely unique in my experience,
for I find by this correspondence that f have examined,
that this dead man has betn, during his life, in const•nt correspondence with a person whom he believed
would some day murder him-.....as he bas done-and
more than that, that he has even lived in close juxtaposition with the would-be murderer, for a period which,
according to the letters, covers ·almost ten years. But
the remarkable .part of it is, that, although he has
lived close to his Nemesis, and, although he ha1 corresponded constantly with him, he has, in all that time
had no idea of the identity of his enemy."
"Do you mean that the murderer lives here in this
house?" asked the doctor.
"I mean that the ·murderer lived here in this house;
but, unless I am greatly mistaken, the murderer bas fled
before this."
"You know, then, who is the murderer?'•
"Yes. I know exactly. Have you finished with
your work?"

"Yes."
"Come, then. Let us go. I will ask you to join me in
a family gathering for a little while ; after that, we
will each turn our testimony over to the proper officials,
and I think there will be little or no trouble in apprehending the assassin."
Ten minutes later, in the library of the house, behind
closed doors, Nick Carter stood in the center of the
room facing Mercedes, Reginald and their mother.
Beside him was seated the doctor~. and upon the table
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"Do you remember that I asked you if there had
before him were placed the articles he had collected
been
a shower here in the afternoon of yesterday? I
during his morning's work-the things he had taken
from the pockets of the dead man, and the effects and wished to know if the clay had been softened sufficiently to make those stains. In discovering the stains
letters he had discovered in Orizaba's room.
upon the fx>?ts of Rogers, I paid no attention to them,
"Mrs. Danton," he began, "I feel that I should ad- more than to observe that they were there; but when
dress my remarks to you. You have been told, have I saw stains exactly like them on the boots of the muryou not, of the terrible thing that has happened in your dered man, I was interested. Also, the discovery of
the burrs upon his clothing, to which I called your
home?"
attention,
brought to mind the fact that I had seen,
She bowed her head in the affirmative. She felt too
also without heeding them at the time, marks of the
much emotion to trust herself to speak.
same sort of burrs on the trousers of your valet, when
, "Reginald," continued Nick, "I have occupied the he came to you in the garden, so when I sent you to
few moments while I waited for you to bring your your mother, and before going in search of your sister
mother and sister to this room, in telephoning to New myself, I found Rogers' room and looked through it.
"I was already satisfied that Rogers was the murYork, for I find that your valet, Rogers, has started
derer
when I talked with you and your sis_ter in the
for the city without your leave. Ladies, and you,
arbor, but I chose to say nothing of the fact at that
Reginald, the valet whom you have known as Orin
time. Now, I have additional proof. You will reRogers, is the murderer of Ramon Orizaba-at least, member that I asked you if you used purple ink o'n
I am sufficiently satisfied of the correctness of that your desk?"
"Yes."
statement to have telephoned to police headquarters for
"There were stains of purple ink in the thumb and
his arrest. Presumably he will be, met at the station
when he arrives in the city, but if he is not, I think finger of Orizaba's right hand. I asked you if he
wrote with his left hand and you replied that he used
I shall have no difficulty in finding ;im later."
both. Let me tell you now that he has used his left
"Rogers! My man, Rogers?" exclaimed Reginald. hand to rob you, systematically, for a long time. You
"Yes. Has it ever occurred to you that Rogers was have been careless with your check book and with
your balances, so you have not discovered the fact, but
above his station?"
here
is a check he drew on your desk last night"Often. He was remarkably well educated for a
a check for a much larger amount than he has ever
man in such a position."
dared to take before, doubtless, since the drawing of it
"He occupied several positions; among them, he repmade his hand tremble so that he spoiled the signature
resented himself as an agent for an enemy of Orizaba's. -and was obliged to draw a second one. The second
Rogers. was evidently clever at disguises, for in his one is perfect. I found it in your valet's room, where
room, which I found titne to visit for a moment, there he dropped it by mistake, showing that it was given
was, in addition to a half-filled bottle of chloroform, to him, that both were drawn for him, that he was in
a very good supply of wigs, pigments and other neces- the room with Orizaba at the time they were drawnin short, that he was the third person whom your sissaries for manufacturing disguises. Do you remember
ter saw and believed to be you. Moreover, he is of
when Rogers came to you this morning in the rose your height and build, and in one of the drawers of
garden, and told you that Orizaba was dead?''
his bureau there is a false mustache exactly like yours,
is still soft from recent use ; so that it is not
which
"Perfectly."
"I noticed then that the soles of his boots were strange that your sister believed she saw you in the
stained with clay-a kind of 'blue clay unlike anything dim light. The lights, by the way, he turned off for
the purposes of his work, and then turned on again
, I saw during our walk together from the station this
when that work was done and he wa~ ready to depart,
morning-which you assured me was the route by in order that you might not see the difference and
which you returned to the house from the banquet." wonder at it. Also, while upon this subject, a trivial
matter, but one of interest, in connection with the
"It was the same."
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checks, is the fact that the ink inside Orizaba' s fountain pen ia black. Also, Orizaba carried a key which
tits yoUt desk and another which fits the casket.
1
' Alto, like all expert forgers, he carried his own
blotter with him. Fortunately in this case it was one
that he had not used before, and bears a very gOQd
· impression of the two signatures he signed last night.
uNow, in Orizaba's room I found many letters
which partially explain these mysteries; but only partially. We will have to conjecture for the rest. At
sometime in the career of Oritaba, he has married and
deserted a woman who died in misery and want, and
since that time he has been pursued by a Nemesis in the
shape of her brother who has taken a vengeance that
is truly Satanic, for he has.held over Orlt"aba's head all
these years-ten of them-the threat of imminent
death, and, what is still more remarkable, he has dur.:.
lng that time, managed to extort money from his
victim while he has himself remairred so darkly in the
background that Orizaba has never once guessed his..
identity.
"Of the occurrences of last night-or, rather of early
this morning, I can only surmise, bqt either by appointment, or because the man was awaiting him, he encountered the man who he. believed to be the agent
of his Nemesis, between the station and this house.
They walked away in another direction, and so got
the. clay on their shoes. That agent was Rogers, but
so cleverly disguised that Orizaba did not recognize
him-pr?bably the agent was so familiar to him that
he never thought of connecting him with Rogers, _having known him a much longer time.
"When they met last night, Rogers was iniistent
for a larger amount of money than usual, and finally
accompanied Orizaba to your rooms. Orizaba was
at your desk preparing to draw the check when you
entered the room. Rogers was here also, for they believed you were asleep in a chair on the piazza. When
you entered, Rogers concealed himself. and he remained
concealed until you hap composed yourself to sleep on
the couch. Then, he chloroformed you and the proceedings continued. Rogers then took his check
and went out, and Orizaba, overcome by all that had
happened, d~pped asleep in the chair.
•'Presently, for some reason, Rogers returned.
Doubtless ~e had intended to kill Orizaba, last night,
since the encounter on the l-oad. He adm1nistered
.more chloroform to you, on the couch, and then per-

formed the remainder of the ceremony as your sister
has described it to us, for she saw it.
4
' And now, Reginald, there is just one point about
which I am at fault, but which I think this letter will
PQssibly explain. I found it in Rogers' room, addressed to you, and I have not yet broken the seal. Before I do so, I will explain the point to which I
referred.
"Your Cadillac needle was not the instrument which
killed Orb:aba. He was killed with a steel n~dle-a
furrier's needle-but, the eork hartdle of you~ glass
needle was u~ to presa it into the ftesh. The glass
needle was removed and the ~eel one substituted for
it, but why I do not know. !At us see now if this letter
will inform us. Listen :"
Nick broke the seal, spread the letter open before
him, and read aloud :

"Ma. DANTON : Although I have kiU~d Rimon
Orizaba, deliberately, and after waiting ten years, and
in the meanwhile gloating over the prospect of doing
10, I am riot sufficiently a scoundrel to leave you to
pay the penalty of my crime. 1 have thought of many
ways of putting him out of the way, and your Cadillac needle has suggested the best one. But I am afraid
that the glass is not stl'ong «=nough, so I have substitut~ one of steel. At first I thought it might not
be discovered that he was killed and that his death
would be attributed to natural eauses, but I will not
take that chance with your life and reputation in the
balance, so 1 write this.
"Why I have killed him does not matter to you. I.
will say nothing which will lead to my ap~henslon,
"nd all the detectives in the world cannot find me or
take me.
"I was obliged to use the cork handle of your needle
in o;der to be suceessful- ln order to push the weapon
into his neck. You will find the glass one under the
vase on the mantle in my room.
RoGERs."
''Brief and to the point,'' said Nick, putting down the
letter ; and as he did so, Mercedes rose in her place
and crossed the room to him, extending both hands.
"You have been our saviQr,'' she: said; "my savior as
well as Reginald's. God bless you!"
THE END.

Next w~'s issue, No. 389. will eontain "Mercedes .
Danton's Double; or, A Plot for Many Millions."
This story will show how a well-orga11izeq attempt
was made to wipe out the D~nton family and how N'ick
Carter thwarted it.
·
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